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its dross and purifies in me. All my criticisms and
qualifications of her vanished into some dark corner
of my mind. She was the lady of my salvation; I
must win my way to her or perish.

I went to her at last, for all that I knew she loved
me, in passionate self-abasement, white and a-trem-
ble. She was staying with the Rockleys at Woking,
for Shena Rockley had been at Bennett Hall with her
and they had resumed a close intimacy; and I went
down to her on an impulse, unheralded. I was kept
waiting for some minutes, I remember, in a little room
upon which a conservatory opened, a conservatory
full of pots of large mauve-edged, white cyclamens in t
flower. And there was a big lacquer cabinet, a Chi-
nese thing I suppose, of black and gold against the
red-toned wall. To this day the thought of Margaret
is inseparably bound up with the sight of a cyclamen's
back-turned petals.

She came in looking pale, and drooping rather more
than usual. I suddenly realised that Altiora's hint of
a disappointment leading to positive illness was some-
thing more than a vindictive comment. She closed
the door and came across to me, and took and
dropped my hand and stood still. "What is it you
want with me?" she asked.

The speech I had been turning over and over in my
mind on the way vanished at the sight of her.

"I want to talk to you," I answered lamely.

For some seconds neither of us said a word.

"I want to tell you things about my life," I began.

She answered with a scarcely audible "yes."

"I almost asked you to marry me at Pangbourne,"
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